LOTHAIB.

CHAPTER I.

41 KEMEMBEK HIM a little boy,' said the Duchess, ' a prett>
little boy, but very shy. His mother brought him to rug
one day. She was a dear friend of mine ; you know she
was one of my bridesmaids ? '

* And you have never seen him  since, mamma ? *  en-
quired a married daughter, who looked like the younger
sister of her mother.

* Never; he was an orphan shortly after: I have often
reproached myself, bat it is so difficult to see boys.    Then,
he never went to school, but was brought up in the High-
lands with a rather savage uncle; and if he and Bertram
had not become friends at Christchurch, I do not well see
how we over could have known him.*

These remarks were made in the morning-room of
Brentham, where the mistress of the mansion sate sur-
rounded by her daughters, all occupied with various works.
One knitted a purse, another adorned a slipper, a tlurd
emblazoned a page. Beautiful forms in counsel leant over
frames glowing with embroidery, while two fair sisters
more remote occasionally burat into melody, as they tried
the passages of a new air, which had been communicated
to them in the manuscript of some dovoted friend.

The? Duchess, one of the greatest heiresses of Britain,